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	As Matters Can Be

**Hello, sweet readers!**

**This is a different take on a "marriage law/arranged marriage" fic, as I love those type but a lot of them seem like the same old same old. Not that this is a bad thing, I read all of them I can find, but when I write them myself I want to be different so I'm not copying something I've read on accident. Anyway- I think this is a pretty new take. There will defiantly be questions from the first chapter, but I hope to answer them all when Sirius gets there. I also wanted to skip the initial awkward of their meeting and start about a year into everything. It'll all explain out as characters think and talk with Sirius. If there is anything anyone wants addressed specifically, please ask. Thank you for your time, and thanks for reading!**

* * *

><p>"Ariana?" He said gently, glancing at the map outstretched on the desktop before him, "Could you take Pasclina into the other room, please?" Too much had happened in the past twenty four hours, and yet he tried not to give direct commands, knowing that the poor thing could not decline. Still, she nodded only slightly and stood without a sound, leaving the room. Remus rubbed his hands roughly over his face and sighed as he heard someone walk into the room.<p>

"You've been sacked?!" A loud, disappointed voice asked from behind him. Remus smiled in spite of himself.

"No," He said, turning to face the young man, the son of his best friend. "I resigned. I couldn't stay- Not after word of my condition spread throughout the school. Parents won't want someone like me around their children. Letter will pour in by the hundreds, not to mention those who will come in person. Best I go now." He said, his voice still and kind as he spoke to the young man. He caught Harry gawking at the fresh bruises and cuts crossing his face and neck.

"But you're the best teacher we've ever had! Surely Dumbledore-" Harry pleaded. Remus chuckled.

"Dumbledore has done enough risking himself to help me." He said, hoping to calm the fires in young Harry's eyes. It was a passion for his defense he'd seen before, and it hurt his heart.

"And what about Sirius? Or your daughter?" Remus snapped around to look at Harry. He knew Ariana had walked the halls several times, humming quietly, attempting to get the newborn fresh air and comfort in her restlessness, but had not realized Harry had met her.

"Pasclina will be fine. Her mother has a fair job she will return to soon enough, and her leave has pay. I'll find something. And as for _him,_" He smiled again at the young boy- He wanted so badly to hug him. "Harry, you made every bit of difference for that. You know the truth, you saved him from a fate worse than death." Though he seemed unconvinced, Harry nodded.

"I suppose." Harry said, looking at the map laying across the table.

"I do suppose you want that back, eh?" He said, taking his wand from the pocket on the inside of his jacket. "And as I am no longer your teacher, I have no moral dilemma in returning this to you. So until next time- Mischief Managed." He pointed the wand at the map and the parchment went blank and folded itself down, and Remus handed it to Harry. The young boy said nothing, but took the map and took a few steps backwards before walking out of the defense office. Remus watched Harry round the stairs down and go through the classroom.

"You can come back in, if you wish." Remus said, loud enough that his voice would carry into what had been until this morning, his private living space. Ariana peaked around the corner. He sighed. His young wife looked exhausted, and he knew it was partially that the night before had been a full moon, which so far in her two months had been restless nights for his new daughter. Her shoulder length brown hair had been pulled into a bun onto of her head but several strands and fallen down around her face, the shorter pieces framing her tired, bagging blue eyes.

"I-" She sputtered a bit. Remus wanted to plead with her to open up, saying anything. He stood and watched, waited, hoped. He raised an eyebrow, prompting her on. "I'm sorry this happened." Remus couldn't help the snort that burst out, and he saw Ariana shy back again.

"Don't be- They have always said the job was cursed. Surely you heard that when you were in school?" She nodded, bouncing little Pasclina gently as the baby started to coo.

"But you loved it here." She said. Remus wanted to cringe. 'You', she said. He honestly had no idea what to do with this girl. It had been nearly a year, he should know something.

"I did, but I'm sure we'll be happy the next place too." Remus insisted.

"The old flat hasn't been filled." Ariana said quietly. "I called and ask. Doreen said that we were such lovely tenants, she would love to have us back. Deposit free." She gave a small smile, one Remus couldn't help but wish she'd give a bit more often. It wasn't an altogether bad place to live- Sure, the street below was a bit noisy, but nothing a few charms a couple times a week couldn't keep out. It was in the same building he'd been living in when Ariana's father came to his door with a sack of gold, searching out a favor. Remus nodded.

"That would be good. Not nearly as much adjusting." He confirmed. "Are the two of you all packed up?" He laid a hand gently on the young woman's upper arm, and she simply looked at his hand- It was obvious the foreign contact was odd to her.

"Mhmm." She hummed, stepping away. "Ready whenever." Remus watched her walk back toward the private quarters to check on their daughter and sighed. _Our daughter_, he thought, and he looked down at the wedding ring on the hand he'd held her arm with. This was a sham if their had ever been one- but her father made an excellent case, and this was the only way for Ariana to be save from what would've clearly been a fate worse than death. Remus knew only too well what a father's transgression against Fenrir Greyback could bring, and he had, reluctantly of course, agreed to marry the young girl. It satisfied Fenrir's wish to have her given to a member of his pack- A fact Remus still hated- being a member of that pack.

But Fenrir had conditions- He required proof that this was no false marriage- And thus, with the help of a fertility potion, their wedding night produced little Pasclina. It was all a bit of a rush, and left them both with little time to settle. Remus had tried his best to be kind and watch his wording, but Fenrir had demanded to seal their binding personally; His conditions for the girl had been less than humane. He made sure she was subservient to Remus, therefor making anything he told her to do non-optional. Remus hated this- He never wanted her to feel she _had _to do anything. He'd spent so much of the last near- year making sure he worded his requests as questions so that she could opt out.

During their first few months, Ariana stayed at work long hours and went to sleep as soon as she got home. Remus figured it was her way of coping, but it did not last as she couldn't keep up the long days as the pregnancy progressed. She still didn't seem to want to talk very much, and really he did not blame her. She took up trying to learn crochet and knitting, and he had to admit she'd gotten pretty good- He'd had at least three sweaters he wore while teaching that she'd made. He took one last long look around the office and picked up the last of the small cases, the larger ones would be delivered later. He walked back toward the private rooms to ready the rest of their belongings.

* * *

><p>"Do you want me to set up the guest bed in Lina's room?" He ask quietly. The two of them rarely actually shared a bed- And not at all since Pasclina was born. He wondered if she would be more comfortable that way- As she had usually kept the infant in the bed with her and he taken the spare bed.<p>

"If you think that would be best." She said quietly, opening the baby's case and taking out a new blanket to lay in the big arm chair before laying the baby down.

"I'm asking you where you'd be comfortable." He emphasized. Ariana looked up, her dark blue eyes shimmering with some sort of emotion, but not one he could place.

"Where you wish for me to be." She replied, her voice mirroring his own insistence.

"Ariana." He said with a gruff growl.

"Remus." She replied, her voice firm but less aggressive. Remus shook his head and walked back out the door, going after the luggage still at the bottom of the stairs that needed to be brought up. Ariana smiled down at her daughter, her eyes shining with unshed tears.

"Waking up, little one?" She ask as the baby girl blinked her small amber eyes into the room. "Are you hungry?" She ask, bringing the baby up to her chest. She hummed slightly as she fed the tiny baby, rocking gently in place.

"Oh, sorry." Remus said as he walked into the room and turned away. Ariana opened her mouth to say something, but it was forced shut again and she was unable to call after him or argue with his discomfort with her breastfeeding. It was a more old fashion notion, she liked to think, rather than a disgust at her body, but it bothered her none the less. He was supposed to be her husband, was he not?

"Are you alright?" She managed to call after him, where she could hear glassware clattering in the kitchen.

"Settling it all back in." He replied. Ariana sighed, looking down at her daughter. She wanted to tell the little girl how much they both loved her, even though the two of them weren't like most parents. Ariana wasn't sure Remus could even stand her presence, as he'd never said one way or another, but she knew he loved their little girl just as much as she herself did.

"That's-" She took a deep breath. It was only a few days ago that she had been sitting out on the terrace of the Defense wing, the warm, early summer breeze blowing. She was missing work, socializing with someone other than her child and the nurse witch at Hogwarts. It wasn't that she didn't like Hogwarts, but she hadn't been out of school so long that she'd yet begun to miss the halls. But Remus seemed happy, and while he was happy she hoped maybe she could get to know him. It was hard, living with a stranger like this. So sitting out on the terrace that afternoon, she decided to fight the curse that bound her to him as property. To try and get him to talk to her, just enough to at least have what could resemble a friendship. But he was then busy with his final, in which he had went all out for the students. She didn't have time to try her plan. But they were back in their original flat now, and she was out of work for a few months still- And he was currently without a job. Ariana shook her head, coming back from her thoughts.

"That's not what I meant." She said calmly. "You had a lot happen. Are you alright?" She almost jumped when he poked his head out around the kitchen door.

"It's fine. It's all fine." He nodded a bit exaggerated, and smiled before he disappeared back into the other room. Ariana felt a stray tear run down her jaw and she quickly shrugged it away. It was hopeless, how lonely she was here with him. He seemed to want to keep up ignoring her as much as possible.

"I was going to ask-" He reappeared at the doorway, "Are you alright with Sirius staying here for a while?" Ariana swallowed. Professor McGonagall had filled the young witch in on the truth while Remus was still asleep in the hospital wing the morning after his escape, but it did not make her any more comfortable having someone who'd spent the last decade in Azkaban around her child. She wanted to protest, but she felt the swell of overpowering magic in her chest.

"Of course not." She replied with a large, friendly smile. "Your friends are always welcome." Remus did not stay in the room to talk and though it took a only few seconds for the spell to release her again, she still shook all over from trying to fight it off. She looked down as the baby released her suckling, and she brought her up to burp before standing up with the child and walking down the hall.

"Let's go lay you down." She cooed, walking back toward the bedroom. Remus glanced down the hall after them and sighed, but continued to unpack.

* * *

><p><strong>Be sure to review!<br>**


End file.
